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Guys and Trolls 


By 
Barry Lowe 
x KOK OX 


He was a crying, talking, sleeping, walking, living troll! 
x KOK XK 


Guys and Trolls 
x OK OK OX 

Einarr was pissed. He'd been very rudely woken from a 
very long slumber in which his dreams had just been getting 
to the interesting bit, to find himself catapulted about five 
miles into the air. He was now plummeting to earth at a 
bone-shattering speed that would end with him somewhere 
in the icy North Atlantic. It wasn't the brutal awakening or 
the unexpected propulsion into the air, after all he liked 
travel, it wasn't even the scorched underpants he found as 
his only article of clothing or even his singed testicles that 
were flapping obscenely in the breeze. No, it was that unlike 
most trolls, he hated being in water over his head. 


On his downward trajectory, he had time to admire the 
beauty of Eyjafjallajokull's eruption. The beautiful exploding 
palate of reds, oranges, yellows, greens and blues reflected 
in his large black eyes, and the eerie lightning fingers 
clawing the inky dark sulphurous clouds. 

He wondered what year it was now, he'd last been 
awakened in the early 1820s. Sadly, his bedside clock with 
its millennia calendar that automatically allowed for leap 
years had probably gone up in flames along with his bed 
and all his soft furnishings. He hoped his insurance would 
cover it, but he guessed it wouldn't. Those insurance 
gnomes were tight-fisted bastards. 

Being the guardian of one of Iceland's myriad volcanoes 
was tedious work. Okay, the pay and conditions were not 
the greatest but how many jobs paid you to sit round on 
your ass for hundreds of years with nothing much to do 
except monitor the temperature of the mountain god and 
make sure the fever doesn't take hold. When it did, whoa, 
stand out of the way or get your toes severely burned. 
Einarr looked down and cursed. He was going to need one 
helluva pedicure. 

If he came through this alive. 

With the water fast approaching, he surveyed his 
Surroundings and saw lights not too far away. Maybe, just 
maybe, he had a chance of survival. 

He took the largest gulp of air he could and held his 
breath. 

The impact almost knocked the wind out of his lungs. He 
wanted to scream from the cold as the North Atlantic 
absorbed his body before opening up to swallow him whole. 
It was enough to kill most creatures but Einarr was sturdier 
than most. And he was prepared. As much as could be 
expected. 

As he plunged deeper, he attempted to clear his fuzzy 
brain—his life depended on it—and spread his arms like 
rudders to slow his downward trajectory. If only | could get 


an erection now, he thought, that would really slow me 
down. Einarr was rightly proud of his cock but he wondered 
whether now was the appropriate time to be thinking of it. 
What the hell! If I'm not about to survive | might as well go 
thinking about sex. 

Einarr did a lot of thinking about sex. And dreaming 
about sex. He rubbed himself raw thinking about it. You do 
that when you're not getting much. And he wasn't. He 
couldn't remember the last time. The other mountain trolls 
were a humorless bunch. Came with the territory, he 
supposed. Not much fun living underground for thousands of 
years never seeing the sun: trolls are allergic to the sun's 
rays. In fact, you could say we're petrified of it, Einarr 
chuckled to himself. But it was a serious concern. He had 
friends caught out in the watery dawn light turn to stone. It 
was the death of choice for those trolls who couldn't stand 
the loneliness and deprivation of their profession. 

The pain in his lungs snapped Einarr's attention back to 
the reality of his situation. He wondered if the nostalgia had 
been his life flashing before his eyes in the lead up to death. 
He would not give up without a fight. Using his powerful legs 
and arms, he began his rapid ascent back toward the 
surface. At least he hoped he was headed that way because 
the murk was notorious for misleading drowning wayfarers. 
Lack of oxygen was sapping his strength, his huge body in 
agony. 

His lungs were about to burst through his chest when he 
bobbed to the surface gulping in air frantically, paddling 
with his arms to stay afloat. He took deep breaths in an 
attempt to calm himself, those yoga lessons had come in 
handy after all. Bobbing about in the North Atlantic like a 
hairy cork meant he was still alive but unless he found 
something to cling to he was doomed. He was miles from 
shore and could never swim the distance, trolls bloated in 
sea water like a sponge, but if he could just find the source 
of the lights he saw on his downward spiral he might... 


He turned and coming his way, bearing down on him 
were those very lights. It was a ship. A very large ship and if 
he could just avoid the propellers and steady himself in the 
choppy seas he could spring a good way up the side of the 
vessel and perhaps clamber on board. Staying calm was 
difficult. If he misjudged the distance or the force of his 
jump then...he shuddered to think of it. 

His whole body tense, coiled ready to spring, his mind 
repeating positive thoughts, he was calculating the distance 
between himself and the behemoth of the sea bearing down 
on him. Steady. Ready. Ju... Fuck! Something hit him in the 
head dazing him. He'd submerged momentarily and when 
he broke the surface again he shook his head in an attempt 
to dislodge the seawater from his ears, he needed all his 
wits about him to survive, and to banish the pain. Then he 
heard it. It wasn't something that had bounced off his skull. 
It was someone. Someone who was now gasping, wheezing 
and thrashing about quite close by. 

He had seconds to decide. Make the leap and save 
himself. Or go to the aid of the person floundering, thus, 
Surely, ensuring they both lost their lives. It was a no 
brainer for Einarr. He swam toward the sounds of the losing 
struggle. Grabbing him from behind to hold his head above 
water, Einarr realized it was a young man, a very attractive 
young man. A bit skinnier than his usual taste but what a 
beauty. Einarr's cock went rigid and because of their 
proximity, it wedged itself against the drowning beauty's 
ass. 

The young man, semi-conscious from the seawater he'd 
swallowed, slipped his hand down to squeeze Einarr's 
erection. 

“Are you an angel?” the young man asked, turning his 
head to gaze at his rescuer. 

Einarr couldn't help himself and caressed the young 
man's body as they struggled to stay afloat. 

“Mmmm. Am | dead?” 


The young man seemed content to snuggle against 
Einarr's body. “Did you want to be?” 

“Yes,” the young man said sadly, then twisting suddenly 
in his arms he planted a kiss on Einarr's startled lips before 
falling unconscious. 

There was a cry of “Man overboard” from the deck of the 
ship, searchlights began sweeping the choppy seas, and 
Einarr realized they may yet be saved. He waved while 
attempting to hold up the limp body, shouting out for help. 
“Over here,” a voice from the ship called. “There's two of 
them.” A searchlight beam struck him, blinding him 
momentarily, then he heard the thud of a lifebuoy landing 
close by. He dog paddled toward it, maneuvering it under 
the young man's arms, keeping him afloat. Now it was just a 
matter of waiting. 

Einarr panicked. It had been all right when he could 
sneak on board the vessel to hide amongst the lifeboats or 
in the bowels of the ship, but now... Now they would see him 
in all his hideousness. He would be embarrassed. 
Humiliated. He could slip away, the young man was safe 
enough in the lifebuoy, but that would mean certain death 
for him. His sense of survival was too strong for that. 

He was agonizing over his options when he heard the 
splash of oars and a light shone on his startled face. There 
was a gasp from someone in the boat before a flurry of 
activity took the decision out of his hands. He hung his head 
as he was hoisted on board the rescue boat after he'd 
helped push the young man up ahead of him. Someone 
shook his hand, congratulating him effusively, while another 
clapped him on the back and said “Well done,” their hand 
squeezing his shoulder in a most suggestive manner. 

Einarr sat shivering until someone wrapped his near 
naked body in a rough blanket but not before whistling 
appreciatively. He smiled. They must have seen his cock. He 
also knew that he was the object of the whistle when the 
person wrapping the blanket around him used it as a cover 


to run his fingers along the shaft to his balls and put his 
warm hand around it. 

As the rescue boat was hauled up the side of the ship 
Einarr had a chance to size up the rescue vessel. It was 
ablaze with light now and people were hanging over the 
rails watching the drama unfold. The ship was gigantic. He 
had never seen anything like it before. It was sleek, 
manufactured of some sort of metal, and was of such 
technological superiority he realized he must have slept for 
hundreds of years for humans to have developed this far. 

Once on board he was dazed by the crush of people, the 
applause, and backslapping. The ship's officer who had 
rescued him cleared a pathway through the crowd, and 
someone shouted, “Let them through please. Give them air. 
We're taking them to the infirmary for a checkup, then once 
they're given the okay, they'll be released back into the 
wild.” 

Einarr had no idea what an infirmary was or what the 
man meant by being released back into the wild. He 
certainly hoped it didn't mean he'd be thrown overboard 
again. The young man whose life he had just saved grabbed 
his hand and held on tightly. Einarr glanced at him 
sheepishly, keeping his head down lest he scare him with 
his hideous looks. But the youth didn't shrink from him, 
instead he squeezed his hand warmly, and smiled back, 
making him feel handsome. 

He couldn't help it. He got hard. It had been over a 
hundred years since he'd last had sex and that was a pretty 
solitary indulgence so the touch of another warm-blooded 
creature, albeit just a hand, was enough to send the blood 
racing to Einarr's groin. On any other occasion that would 
have been embarrassment enough, but at the moment he 
was wearing a pair of torn and damp, clinging underpants 
that did everything to accentuate his erection rather than 
hide it. 


A murmur went around the crowd of well-wishers, a few 
lips were licked in anticipation, and even the ship's officer 
escorting them smirked at the revelation. “My name's 
Chad,” the officer whispered. “Perhaps we can get together 
later.” So saying, he gripped Einarr's cock and gave it a 
gentle tug. “I can see why the shipping line chose you for 
the entertainment. You'll be very popular. Very popular, 
indeed.” 

What entertainment? What shipping line? He had 
obviously been mistaken for someone else. Oh well, time 
enough later to sort it out. He'd be back at his mountain 
home soon enough, once it had cooled down to enable troll 
habitation. Still, he wondered why these people were not 
running in terror from his ferocious visage. That's what 
humans usually did when approached by a troll, especially 
an ugly one like him. He caught his reflection in a porthole 
as he passed. Nope, no change. He had a few ash smuts 
across his forehead and cheeks but that could scarcely 
disguise his appearance. 

Einarr was startled as they turned into a well lit area of 
tables and chairs, festooned with some sort of silver sparkly 
material and round grape like things in a multiple of colors. 
He plucked one from above the door and squeezed it. It 
burst in his hand giving him a surprise. There was laughter 
but he felt it was good natured and not at his expense. That 
was a nice change. He liked these people. 

Finally, he and the youth he'd saved were ushered into a 
room with lots of shiny implements and asked to lie down on 
a bed each. They were then covered with blankets, much to 
Einarr's relief. A man in a white coat examined the youth, 
listened to his heart and asked him a number of questions. 
He gave his name as Gus. Angus. Einarr savored the name 
in his mind. He liked the sound of it. Just as his eyes 
appreciated the shock of red hair on the youth's head, and 
his skin, pale as the snow on his mountain. 


The young man, Gus, looked warily at Einarr, as he told 
the doctor, “I must have slipped. One minute | was walking 
on the deck and the next | was in the water. | don't know 
how it happened. | only know if it hadn't been for this man,” 
he nodded toward Einarr, “I would have drowned.” 

Even from the cursory glance Einarr had given the ship's 
railing when he'd been hoisted aboard, he could see no way 
you could slip over the side. The doctor had the same 
sceptical look. “And you were with him and jumped in to 
save your friend?” the doctor asked Einarr. 

Gus interjected quickly, “I don't know this brave man. 
We've never met before. He must have heard me or seen 
me fall and dived in afterwards.” 

Einarr was relieved because it would not do to tell this 
human that actually he had been expelled very rudely by 
the volcano god of Eyjafjallajokull, had hurtled miles into the 
atmosphere and had landed, very fortuitously indeed, right 
near the ship. He may have been a troll but he was quick- 
witted with it, unlike some of the others who gave all trolls a 
terrible reputation for stupidity. He had been fast enough to 
realize the humans on the boat had accepted that he was 
one of their kind, and that he had rescued Gus in a act of 
bravery. Well, he'd let them think that until he could get his 
bearings and then, under cover of darkness, make his way 
back home. He'd find a crevasse or cave to live in on the 
mountain until his home had cooled down and the insurance 
had covered renovation. Now was his opportunity to get that 
vibrant claret-colored quilt for his bed. Damn it! It was 
unlikely to still be in the store. He'd coveted it over a 
hundred years ago. It was as likely as not, crumbled away to 
dust now. He really did need to act on his impulses more 
quickly rather than let them slide. 

“You'll be fine,” the doctor said to Gus. “A good night's 
rest should do the trick. I'll keep an eye on you for 
concussion. You may feel a bit stiff and sore from where you 


hit the water. But, no bones broken. Now, you foolhardy but 
brave man, let's see how you've fared.” 

Einarr closed his eyes as he felt the doctor run his hands 
across his body. He knew there was no ulterior intent but 
just another living creature's touch set off sparks in his body. 

“You are a fine looking specimen,” the doctor said as he 
examined just about every inch of him. “You'll be extremely 
popular with the men when you do your act. | look forward 
to seeing it as well. Just for tonight, though, | think the two 
of you should get some rest. Bed down here so | can pop in 
every few hours just to make sure you in particular Gus, are 
getting on all right.” 

Gus mumbled something that Einarr did not quite hear 
and the doctor scowled before leaving the cabin with yet 
another comment about how much he was looking forward 
to seeing ‘the act.’ When he'd gone, Gus sat up although his 
head was spinning. He looked as if he were about to fall off 
the bunk but Einarr was beside him in a flash, laying him 
back gently. 

“The doctor thinks I'll harm myself,” Gus said miserably. 
“That's why he wants you to stay here tonight with me.” 

“Will you?” Einarr asked. 

“No, | learned my lesson. | didn't know staring death in 
the face could be so scary.” Gus shuddered at the memory. 

“Am | really that ugly?” Einarr, who had spoken mainly 
troll for past few millennia or so, except for the odd occasion 
when a scholar dropped in unexpectedly from the rim of 
Eyjafjallajokull, was unused to the ways of modern 
language. He didn't understand why Gus laughed. 

“I thought you were an angel,” Gus's voice took on a 
dreamy quality. “You were the most beautiful man | had ever 
seen.” Einarr flushed as Gus checked him out again. “You 
still are.” 

Einarr's smile would have lit up the entire ship if it could 
have been harnessed. His cock beamed too. And it was 
obvious because Einarr was now totally naked having been 


deprived of his torn underwear by the doctor during his 
examination. Gus stared at the erection that was bobbing 
just a few inches from his face. He could scarcely believe 
the size of this good-looking Adonis. 

Einarr liked the young red-headed man, that much was 
blatantly obvious. He wondered why someone like that 
would want to end his life but he would worry about that 
later, right now he had to concentrate on the feelings that 
were racking his body, feelings so foreign he had 
experienced them only a few times since he'd taken up 
residence in the mountain. It was a troll's life to be without 
companionship and without pleasure, other than the solo 
kind, for their entire lifetime. And it was strictly forbidden to 
couple with humans. But he'd broken so many rules another 
wouldn't hurt, beginning with the fact both of them were 
male. 

It was such heinous behavior trolls didn't even have a 
word for it although Einarr had met others who indulged in 
the practice through loneliness or boredom or drunkenness. 
He, on the other hand, had sought it out, accepting it as 
part of his nature. He wondered what the red-haired boy 
would do if he were to... but no, he couldn't think like that. 
He ran his hand through the salt-caked hair the color of fire, 
feeling the young man relax under his touch. He longed to 
wrap his arms around the vulnerable body, to keep it safe. 
But most of all, he wanted the feel of another warm body 
next to him. He had been denied it for too long. But he knew 
his advances would be unwelcome. Of course Gus said he 
was beautiful—it was the delirium speaking. He would have 
a very different reaction in the morning when he took a 
good look at his rescuer. 

Einarr wasn't sure he could stand to see the look of pity 
on his face. He had to think. He had to get off the ship. 
There were a number of problems with that. He wasn't 
about to plunge into the icy depths of the Atlantic again; for 
a start he didn't know which way to swim. He could lower a 


life boat but again he didn't have his bearings and he most 
certainly did not want to be caught out in the open when 
the sun came out. He would be petrified, literally. His only 
recourse was to find a hiding place in the bowels of the ship, 
stay there until the vessel found port and then creep ashore. 
He just hoped that port would not be too far from his home. 

Gus's gentle snore interrupted his thoughts as he 
caressed the boy one last time, leaning in to sniff him, to 
store his scent to add color to his future fantasies. With the 
recollection of his smell would come the vision of his face, 
and his pale body which excited him so. As if in 
confirmation, his prick began to swell again. He pulled the 
blanket up over the sleeping Gus and swept a recalcitrant 
strand of hairs from his eyes before going to the door of the 
cabin and letting himself out quietly. He knew Gus would be 
all right now. He had tried. And failed. It was a noble failure 
for it had taught him how precious his life was. He would not 
do it again. 

In the passageway, Einarr had no idea which direction to 
take, standing indecisively until the sound of a cabin door 
opening spurred him in the opposite direction. He did not 
want to be seen and it would be very difficult to miss a giant 
naked troll walking about your passageway. But in fleeing 
one passenger, he rounded a corner and ran into another. A 
drunken young man was attempting to open his cabin door 
and having no success when Einarr almost fell over him. The 
young man was speechless, believing the troll to be his 
drunken fantasy. He reached out to touch what he believed 
was an apparition caused by a too plentiful consumption of 
booze. When his fingers touched flesh he didn't hesitate to 
move lower and wrap his hand around the magnificent cock 
that dangled half hard from below the washboard stomach. 
He was scared if he let go the stranger might disappear. 

The feel of a warm hand around his privates, stroking 
him, transfixed Einarr. He was hard in no time and impatient 
to continue this very private encounter out of the public 


thoroughfare. But the drunken man was distracted, 
attempting to unlock the door of his cabin, Einarr grabbed 
the keys and expertly had the door open in no time at all. 
They almost fell into the cabin where the drunk sank to his 
knees and had Einarr's ample cock in his mouth before he 
could protest. As the stranger sucked expertly at his shaft 
and his balls, Einarr wondered why he had been intending to 
protest. He loved the feeling of a human mouth wrapped 
around his cock. He wondered why anything so pleasurable 
was so forbidden. 

Then he remembered it was usually him who did the 
sucking, usually him down on his knees. When trolls came 
visiting, it was always Einarr who was on the receiving end. 
There was never any reciprocation but now a human male 
was pleasuring him with his mouth. He began to wonder if 
he was still asleep in his bed inside the mountain and this 
was all a very erotic dream that would result in him waking 
up all sticky so he had to wash himself with a cold flannel 
before he could get back to sleep. 

Holding the back of the man's head he began to push his 
prick farther into his throat but he gagged and Einarr 
released him to let him set his own pace. The feeling was 
exquisite, no wonder trolls had taken to popping in 
unannounced at Einarr's for a bit of fun. He'd gotten a 
reputation for his skills. He wondered whether he was as 
good as the man on his knees sucking his balls dry. Perhaps 
he would get the chance to ask if they later traded 
positions. 

It wasn't to be. When Einarr could hold off no longer, he 
shot great streams of sperm which the young man gulped 
down hungrily. When he'd sucked every drop out and even 
licked up the residue from the head of Einarr's prick, he rose 
unsteadily to his feet and flopped face down on his bunk. 
There would be no reciprocation tonight. 

It would be good if he could find the galley for he realized 
he hadn't eaten in the past one hundred and fifty years 


except for that snack of fermented goat's head he got up for 
when he was feeling peckish about sixty years back. He 
stumbled along the quiet passageway, trying a few doors 
but they were always locked. 

The law of averages was working in his favor because, 
eventually, he found a doorway that opened. There were no 
Shrieks of surprise, no men sleeping in the bunks, no one to 
stop him from falling into the soft warm embrace of an 
empty bed, hunger forgotten, as he welcomed the embrace 
of sound sleep. 

He awoke next morning with the arrival of Gus and the 
over familiar doctor, who had his hand rather provocatively 
placed on Gus's butt cheek. “Hello,” Gus said warmly. “l 
wondered where you'd wandered off to. | guess my snoring 
kept you awake and you found your way to our cabin.” 

Something in Gus's eyes pleaded that Einarr support the 
story. 

“No, not your snoring. | was hungry and | went looking 
for something to eat and got lost. | couldn't find my way 
back so | came here.” His stomach grumbled as if to confirm 
his story. 

Gus, who had initially panicked when Einarr began his 
rambling story, looked visibly more relaxed by the time he 
finished it. “I'll order us some breakfast and then we better 
start rehearsals for tonight's show.” 

“I'm looking forward to it tremendously. Angus promises 
it will be something special.” The doctor couldn't seem to 
get the smile off his face at the thought. 

Einarr wished he knew what they were talking about. 

Taking his leave, the doctor warned them to seek him out 
immediately if they became dizzy, disoriented or had a 
severe headache, in case they had concussion. It was still a 
possibility. When they were alone, Gus went straight to the 
small desk against one wall of the cabin. He turned to 
Einarr. 

“Where is it?” 


Einarr took the pages of notepaper from under his pillow. 
“You have really neat writing.” 

Gus was flabbergasted. “You read it?” 

“If you don't want people to read your suicide notes then 
you should hide them out of sight.” 

Gus sank into the chair, putting his face in his hands. 

“That Rob character must be some piece of work,” Einarr 
said. 

“Oh, believe me, he is.” Gus was expecting ridicule, 
contempt, anything but concern. 

“You followed him on to the cruise even though he told 
you it was all over?” 

“Not exactly. The cruise was booked out so | had to find 
another way to get on board. | knew they were looking for 
entertainers and this being a gay cruise...” 

Einarr looked puzzled. “Gay? That means the men on this 
Ship...” he almost couldn't bring himself to say it the idea 
was so potent, “...like sex with other men?” 

“Oh my god! You're straight!” Gus blurted out. 

Trolls weren't considered the most intelligent of the 
universe's creatures, what with being asleep for hundreds of 
years at a time, meaning they were at a severe 
disadvantage when they awoke, language, history and the 
cost of a good podiatrist to curb those unruly toe and finger 
nails that kept growing in the interim, being totally foreign 
to them. The powers that be therefore decreed that they got 
a little extra cranial lobe with the ability to absorb a new 
culture with its attendant language skills as well as a 
workable knowledge of what had occurred in the intervening 
period while they were asleep. However, like a lot of things 
these days, it was a rushed job and was put to work before 
it had been adequately tested. Sometimes there were whole 
gaps in memory and recognition. 

Einarr had to repeat the question it was so beyond his 
limited comprehension. “Everyone on this ship is gay?” 


“I can't speak for the crew but the passengers, yes, 
they're either gay or bi.” 

Einarr rubbed his hands with glee. “Smorgasbord.” 

Gus didn't know whether to laugh or cry. One second he 
believed the man he was losing his heart to was straight. 
That was a disappointment he could live with it. A second 
later, he discovered he was gay, or at least bi, but his heart 
sank because he was also a slut. 

Einarr had an idea. Hesitantly, he asked the question 
which was supremely important to him. “You, too?” 

“Of course, me, too. What did you think Robert and | 
were doing? Playing Monopoly?” He would have to rethink 
his attraction to Einarr, the guy seemed to have a tentative 
link to reality. Perhaps it had something to do with English 
being his second language. Or with that body he was simply 
a Neanderthal. “Sorry. Yes, I'm gay.” 

Einarr needed to rethink his priorities. There was really 
no need to rush to get off the ship. Especially now that he'd 
discovered so many like-minded men. Humans, he had to 
remind himself. And I'm a troll. Still, in the dark, he might 
find companionship. Or if they were drunk enough like the 
man last night. He could not hold out hope for someone as 
near perfect as Gus, but he could dream. 

“What is this performance everyone keeps talking 
about?” 

“Oh my god, I'd totally forgotten about it. You should 
have left me to drown.” 

Einarr wanted for all the world to put his arm around the 
young man to comfort him but he could not stand the 
thought of Gus's look of revulsion, no matter how platonic 
the gesture, although Einarr couldn't guarantee it would be 
all that platonic. If his cock hardened it would reveal his 
ulterior motive. Best to leave it alone. 

“What is this act everyone is so keen on?” Einarr 
repeated, wishing he had clothes to cover his naked body, 


although the manner in which Gus gazed at it when he 
thought Einarr was not looking, warmed his blood. 

Gus went to the locker and extracted a giant cardboard 
cut-out. “Take a seat and let me explain. Try not to judge me 
too harshly. | was desperate. Okay?” 

Einarr nodded. He would never judge him harshly. 

Gus took a deep breath. “Robert and | were having 
problems in our relationship. He was restless and, | guess, a 
bit bored. | suppose I'm not the easiest person to put up 
with.” 

| bet | could put up with you, Einarr thought. 

“Things came to a head when Robert wanted to go on a 
boat cruise. | wanted to go to England to see the sights. 
Well, Robert jumped at that impasse and suggested we take 
separate holidays. | was a bit suspicious because he looked 
so pleased with himself, like he'd found a solution to an 
insurmountable problem. Instead of talking it through, | 
went off in a huff. A few days later, after | calmed down, | 
apologized and told him I'd go on the cruise with him after 
all. He just shrugged and said, ‘Too late, it's all booked out.’ 
And it was. What he hadn't told me was that he was going 
on a gay cruise and he was sharing a cabin with Chuck, one 
of the guys he worked with and one of the most 
promiscuous men I've met. | often suspected he and Robert 
were...doing it.” 

“So, if it was booked out how did you get on board?” 

“| toyed with the idea of stowing away but didn't like my 
chances. When | discovered the company promoting the 
holiday was looking for entertainers who would get free 
passage plus wages, | thought that was my opportunity. | 
sent them a photograph | found on the net telling them | 
was a hot stripper who dressed like a Viking and that | loved 
gay audiences and was willing to put on a show so Sizzling it 
would be talked about for years to come.” 

Einarr laughed. “And you got picked?” 


“| never expected they would fall for it, even though I'd 
made up a few fake gigs and counterfeit reviews of his 
performance, usually from places it would be difficult to 
check up on. But it was the pic I'd sent, after | got through 
with Photoshopping it, that got their interest. So much so 
that they wanted to make me the centerpiece of the 
entertainment. All they'd got was a few pianists and singers 
whose repertoire consisted entirely of Sondheim show 
tunes, or acrobats, or magic shows. Mine was the best of the 
lot. Naturally enough they wanted to meet the stripper. Look 
at me. Do | look like a hot stripper to you?” 

Hot? Definitely! Einarr was having trouble controlling his 
prick and covered it with the sheet from the bed. 

Gus didn't wait for an answer. The question was 
rhetorical. “I went along to the interview as the stripper's 
manager, telling them he had been called back to Iceland 
for a death in the family. | took along a few more pictures, 
Supposedly of my Viking, and they bought it. They must 
have been desperate. In due course, the tickets and the 
itinerary arrived and | boarded the ship as the Viking 
Stripper.” 

Einarr still didn't grasp the problem. He would pay any 
day to watch Gus take his clothes off. 

Reluctantly, Gus turned around the cardboard cut-out to 
which he'd been clinging. Einarr gasped. He could see the 
problem immediately. The stripper looked nothing at all like 
Gus. 

“Yeah,” Einarr winced. “He's one ugly fucker. Who would 
want to watch someone who looked like that?” 

Gus was startled. “What?” He looked at his cardboard 
poster boy again. “Ugly? This guy is fuckin’ gorgeous. He 
could almost be you.” 

Whoa, Einarr thought. Way to insult a person. Comparing 
me to that fugly oaf, although he did have to admit they did 
Share a basic look. The body was very similar, although 
Einarr liked to think his was in better shape. The face was 


basically hidden by a Viking helmet but enough showed 
that, yeah, he had to admit a few striking similarities. 

Gus's eyes shone suddenly. “Stand up. Come on, stand 
up! Now. Quickly,” Gus yanked him off the bed, ignoring his 
semi-hard cock. “Turn around, that's it. Let me see the back 
of you. Nice. Very nice. Now back to the front. Let me see 
you dance.” 

“Dance? Who with?” 

“On your own. Quickly.” 

Einarr had never danced, on his own or with a partner. 
Gus was impatient and began to jiggle about to get him to 
copy the action. He imitated it but from the grimace on 
Gus's face, he was not succeeding. 

Gus stared open-mouthed. “You said you were gay. But 
you can't dance.” 

Einarr was about to retort that he didn't know you had to 
sit an exam to prove you were gay, when the door burst 
open and two rather cute men tumbled in. One went 
straight to Gus and hugged him theatrically. “Oh, my poor 
love, | heard the news. | hope you've recovered. That 
anyone would try to end their life because of me. How 
tragic. How absolutely flattering.” 

Robert! Einarr didn't have to be told. So that meant the 
man ogling him and licking his lips had to be the slut from 
Robert's office. 

He didn't know what made him say it, but Einarr stepped 
forward and removed Robert's arm from Gus's shoulder. 
“Don't flatter yourself, mate. The rumor going around the 
Ship is totally untrue.” He stood between Gus and his former 
boyfriend. “We spread that to avoid having to tell them the 
truth which was infinitely more embarrassing.” Gus looked 
at him as if he regretted losing the intimacy of Robert's arm. 

Robert looked the giant up and down, noticing his nudity 
and doing a double take about the level of his engorged 
penis. He sniffed like he didn't believe him. “Okay, so what's 
the real story then?” 


Einarr had created a fiction in his mind as soon as he'd 
summed up the situation. He placed a protective arm 
around Gus who flinched initially at the touch but, finding it 
to his liking, moved against the giant's body. “I hope Gus 
will forgive me for telling tales but he and | were rather 
frisky last night and | wanted to do him against the ship's 
railing. I'm so tall he had to stand on one of the upper rails 
so | could shove my cock in.” Einarr stroked his meat as if to 
emphasize the point, then turned to Gus. “Didn't I, love?” 

Gus was too staggered to speak, nodding his head in 
agreement. 

“| guess | got carried away. l'm a big fucker—” 

“Hmm, you certainly are,” Chuck said admiringly. Einarr 
could sense he desperately wanted to reach out and caress 
one of his most salient bignesses. 

“I can get a little rough. What can | say? | fucked him, 
pushed too hard and poor Gus pitched over the side. | had 
to go in and rescue the little bugger. So, if you hear that 
rumor about suicide you might like to set the record 
straight, you know, among friends.” 

Einarr gazed down at Gus's mouth, open in sheer 
amazement at what he'd just heard, when the giant leaned 
down and covered his lips with his own. Gus melted into the 
kiss, allowing Einarr's tongue access before they parried 
back and forth between open inviting mouths. Gus felt his 
cock swell to match the hardness of Einarr's cock that was 
pressed against his body. Chuck gasped. 

Robert was jealous. Everyone could hear it in his voice, 
even himself although he'd tried to keep it out. “Well, now 
that you're here, | guess you can come and stay with me in 
my cabin. We can make room, can't we Chuck?” 

“Or | could swap and move in here,” Chuck said 
hopefully. 

Einarr could tell that Gus was seriously contemplating the 
offer. He had to squelch that but fast! 


“That's very generous of you, Robert, but you see Gus is 
my manager and we have lots to rehearse for my act, I'm 
the Viking Stripper, so it's paramount that we share the 
same cabin.” Robert's mouth opened like a goldfish, but 
Einarr carried on. “Besides, why would | let my boyfriend 
share a room with anyone else without my say so.” 

“Boyfriend?” Gus thought the word, but Robert said it out 
loud. “Since when?” 

Einarr turned to Gus. “What's it been, love? A couple of 
months? Three or four? | met Gus at a gay strip club and we 
hit it off real good. But he was faithful to you and wouldn't 
hear of sleeping with me. Then you started neglecting him 
and spending more time with Chuck here, oh yes, Robert, no 
point denying it, he knew even though you covered your 
tracks well enough, so when | asked him one more time he 
said ‘yes'. When you proposed going away on a cruise with 
Chuck, good choice of a cruise partner by the way, you two 
Should have the best time with all the booze, party drugs 
and easy sex, Gus knew it was all over and moved his 
belongings in with me.” 

Robert spluttered, ready to explode but Einarr put his 
hand on his back and pushed him toward the cabin door, 
wishing them both the best for the voyage and telling them 
he hoped he'd see them at one of his strip nights, even 
going so far as to offer them front row seats. As he closed 
the door on them, Chuck called, “If you change your mind 
about a cabin swap, let me know.” 

Gus stood transfixed, his mouth gaping, then his eyes 
crinkled and he began to giggle. Einarr had held his breath 
in case he'd insulted his new friend but when the laughter 
burst forth he knew he had done the right thing. Gus fell on 
the bed guffawing like he hadn't managed since his 
relationship had gone stale. Yes, he had been about to give 
in and swallow his pride and go back to Robert, but Einarr 
had shown him up for the shallow shit he was. Okay, he was 
all alone again, but he had his life back, his perspective. 


And, okay, he didn't have the body or the looks or the 
sexual adventurism that his ex-boy friend had but, hell, he 
was a good person. 

He just wished Einarr's act to save him from making a 
silly mistake with Robert, hadn't been a fabrication. No 
matter, he would find someone. Problem was he liked 
muscles on a man, a tan on a man, a big dick on a man, 
while having none of those attributes of his own. Plus his 
hair was red. But, hell, he had a good personality. It was 
unfortunate the men he liked didn't stick their dicks in a 
personality. 

Einarr stood watching as Gus laughed a little too 
hysterically. He was releasing his frustrations, his anger and 
his hurt so Einarr let him go on until he slowed, then choked 
and coughed a little, drawing in gulps of air. He sat up and 
patted the bed beside him inviting Einarr to join him. 

“| hope | didn't say anything to upset you,” Einarr looked 
at the floor. 

“I loved what you said,” Gus was bobbing about 
excitedly. “All of it. Including me being your manager.” 

“What about the part...” Einarr was about to ask about 
the boyfriend bit but shut his mouth in the face of Gus's 
enthusiasm to talk. 

“Do you have a manager?” 

“For what?” 

“You could make a fortune with a dick like that.” To 
reinforce what he'd said and because he thought he could 
get away with it, Gus squeezed the appendage which he felt 
hardening rapidly under his manipulation. Einarr couldn't 
help it, he moaned a little trying to cut it off before it 
escaped totally. Gus misinterpreted the sound as something 
else entirely and let go of the cock he wanted to fondle so 
badly. They both ended up frustrated. 

“First thing we've got to do is get you some clothes.” 

“That would be really good,” Einarr agreed. 


“Then some breakfast. Then we'll get to work on putting 
an act together for you. | know why you couldn't dance 
before, it's because there was no music.” Gus was running 
away with ideas and Einarr let him babble, scarcely 
listening. He just knew he wanted to be in this man's 
company. He felt good when he was with him. Not entirely 
convinced about whether he could make a success as a 
party stripper, he realized it didn't matter how ugly his face 
was, it was his cock that they were interested in seeing. 
Humans were just like trolls in that respect. 

Einarr daydreamed while Gus scrounged through his 
Suitcase. 

“Try it on, it may fit.” 

There was no way anything of his would fit Einarr. 

Gus reddened. “It belonged to Robert.” 

Einarr stood and stepped into the sweatpants. They 
stretched but not enough. Gus grabbed a pair of scissors 
from his bag and began to hack at the legs, just above 
Einarr's knees. 

“That's better,” he said when he stood back to look at his 
handiwork. “A bit obscene but that won't matter for the 
moment. It's good advertising.” 

Einarr was not so sure. The fabric was squeezing his balls 
and the rub against his cock was exciting him more than it 
Should have. Not to mention it hugged his butt crack 
uncomfortably so that he kept tugging at it. Gus slapped his 
hand away. 

“| can't go out like this,” Einarr complained. 

“It's either that or naked if you want breakfast. Take your 
pick.” 

“Can't we order in?” 

“And miss out on all the wonderful gossip plus word of 
mouth once they get an eyeful of you?” 

In the end, he followed Gus, walking awkwardly because 
he kept his hands cupped in front of his crotch to avoid 
embarrassment lest anyone see him but after a few wolf 


whistles and some unsuccessful attempts at groping he 
relaxed into his new found popularity, making the most of it 
while it lasted. Few of the men looked at his face, their eyes 
going directly to his package. What did he care? Actually, he 
cared a lot. But if he couldn't have love, he'd settle for sex. 

In the restaurant where they served breakfast, Einarr was 
not particularly under-dressed as many of the available men 
had taken the opportunity to advertise their wares. They all 
paled into insignificance as soon as the Icelandic stud 
appeared. Conversation stopped, whispering began as all 
eyes turned to watch the two men, or rather Einarr, as they 
made their way to the buffet. Gus had to restrain Einarr 
from piling his plate so high with food that he would have 
been unable to carry it, telling him he could go back as 
many times as he wanted. 

There were no free tables so Gus asked permission of two 
older gents who seemed more interested in each other than 
the multitude of available flesh around them. 

“Of course, dear boy,” one of them said. “Please, do sit 
down. It's always pleasant to have eye candy at one's table. 
Oh, we're harmless enough. I'm Stewart and this is my 
partner Paul, we've been together thirty-five years and this 
is our honeymoon.” 

Einarr whistled between mouthfuls of food. 

Paul held up his finger to reveal a sparkling new gold 
ring. “We were married last month in London. We never 
thought we'd live to see the day. We wanted to be amongst 
people who wouldn't turn a hair if we kissed and cuddled 
and danced together...” 

“So, voila!” 

They had a habit of finishing each other's sentences. Gus 
thought that was delightful, wondering whether he'd ever 
be in a relationship that was so comfortable he'd be able to 
do that. It merely irritated the shit out of Einarr, who was 
happy to allow Gus to do all the talking for both of them. 


As they ate breakfast and chatted with the pleasant 
married couple, men began coming to the table to drop off 
bits of paper with names and cabin numbers, a few of them 
asking for autographs. Einarr basked in the adulation, even 
enjoying the surreptitious gropes from guys determined to 
ascertain if he had padded his crotch. 

“You're friend certainly is popular,” Paul said. “Is he a 
celebrity of some sort?” 

“We're out of the loop with modern culture,” Stewart 
added. “Please forgive us if we've offended and should know 
you both.” 

“Einarr is the entertainment,” Gus revealed. 

“For the entire ship?” Stewart looked aghast at the idea. 

“He must certainly have a sphincter of steel, my dear,” 
Paul guffawed. “Or a dick of death.” 

“I suspect both,” Gus said, gritting his teeth as yet 
another group of guys pawed his cabin mate. 

Paul was surprised. “You haven't tried the goods 
yourself?” 

“If | were twenty years younger I'd be there like a rat up 
a drainpipe,” Stewart sighed. 

“You mean forty, don't you, dear?” Paul retorted. 

Stewart preened and ran his fingers through his thinning, 
but still ample hair. “Unless he likes his men a little older 
and more experienced.” 

“And they don't come much more experienced than you, 
love.” 

Gus groaned. There was no respite from Einarr's groupies 
anywhere. They would be worse once they'd got a glimpse 
of what was between his legs. 

Paul leaned across the table and patted his hand. “Don't 
mind us, dear. We're all talk. Sorry if we've offended.” 

Gus realized he was being ungracious. 

“You never told us what the big brute does to entertain 
the passengers, apart from allowing them to get a good 


grope every now and then.” Stewart was very direct and 
Paul shot him a censorious glance. 

“He's the Viking Stripper that's advertised all over the 
ship,” Gus conceded. 

“Don't we have tickets for that tonight, love?” Paul asked. 

“Indeed we do. We're looking forward to it.” Stewart 
leaned in to whisper in Gus's ear. “Does he go all the way, or 
just down to a jockstrap? We were wondering whether we 
should book for the second show as well.” 

Gus wondered. “Is it legal to go all the way?” 

“We're in international waters. Besides, | would have 
thought on a cruise like this it would have been mandatory.” 

Gus had a sneaking suspicion that he may be right. He 
couldn't see any of the men in the restaurant being happy if 
Einarr didn't strip down completely to show his tackle. 

“What sort of costumes do you have?” 

Shit! Costumes! Gus had not planned that far ahead. His 
intention was solely to get aboard the ship in an attempt to 
win back Robert. His pretense at being a stripper was 
merely a furphy. Now things had taken on a life of their own 
and he needed not only clothing but also costumes fast. 

“That's the problem,” he heard himself saying. “Einarr's 
luggage was left at the dock so he has nothing...” 

“Thus the ill-fitting sweatpants,” Paul said. “I've never 
liked them as a fashion statement but, mind you, I've never 
seen a man fill them as effectively as your pal there.” 

Einarr had gone back to the breakfast buffet for seconds 
and all eyes were riveted to the sculpted ass. 

Stewart watched as well. “I suspect all he would have to 
do is stand there naked and that would almost be enough.” 
He sighed. “Remember when my ass looked like that?” 

“To me it still does, love,” Paul said kindly, but winked at 
Gus. 

“Perhaps we can help,” Stewart said as Einarr returned 
with another plateful of food plus a half dozen scrawled 
cards and notes. “We were involved in amateur musicals for 


yonks. | did a bit of directing and choreography. Paul was 
the genius. His costumes and set designs were sheer 
brilliance. All on a budget of a dollar fifty. Give him a piece 
of fabric and a sewing machine and he can whip up an outfit 
fit for the most exacting Dolly Levi to descend the stairs at 
the Harmonia Gardens.” 

Einarr had no idea what they were talking about although 
it seemed to have everything to do with him. He was certain 
Gus would translate for him later. 

“Perhaps you could call your show Hello, Trolly! They 
both went off into gales of theatrical laughter at their pun 
but Einarr choked at the suggestion and Gus had to thump 
his back rather hard to stop his coughs and get his 
breathing regular again. He let out an enormous belch, 
which everyone at the surrounding tables immediately 
forgave, although it smelled suspiciously of dried fish and 
sulphur, neither of which was being served on the voyage. 

Gus was eager to get back to the conversation. “You 
mean if | could come up with some fabric and a sewing 
machine you could...” 

Stewart jumped in. “Now, Paul, this is our honeymoon. | 
don't want you spending what is meant to be relaxation 
sewing your fingers to the bone.” 

“Oh, shut up, for heaven's sake. It's not every day we 
meet two hot young studs who we can help out. Besides, I'm 
bored stupid playing skittles and sitting in the bar drinking 
while the other young lovelies whisper snidely behind their 
hands wishing you and | would disappear because we're an 
affront to their sense of youthful privilege.” 

“Sad, but true,” Stewart admitted. “They hate us 
because we are a constant reminder of the vagaries of age, 
something they would rather not have to think about. We 
made a mistake coming on this cruise. We needed one for 
older gentlemen of our persuasion. Although then we 
wouldn't have the eye candy.” 


Gus jumped up excitedly from the table, his breakfast 
half consumed. “Don't go away,” he instructed as he hurried 
to the door of the restaurant to track down the ship's 
captain. 

They sat in silence for a moment before Stewart 
ventured. “You like him, don't you?” 

Einarr looked daggers at him. 

Paul leaned over and placed his hand on his boyfriend's. 
Stewart made a habit of interfering. 

“You young people make everything so unnecessarily 
complicated. You miss out on so much. Just tell him. Oh, you 
think you might die if he turns you down, but you won't. 
Chances are he probably feels the same way.” 

“He tells everyone that,” Paul said kindly. “We almost 
missed out, you see, through our own timidity. Neither of us 
likes to see young men unhappy. You like him...” 

“We can tell. Just as we can tell...” 

“He likes you.” 

Einarr put down his knife and fork. He had a load of 
questions to ask these two gentlemen. By the time Gus 
returned, the three of them had become such firm friends 
he almost felt like he was intruding, but he overcame the 
twinge of envy because he was bursting with his own good 
news. 

“I can't believe our luck. The captain has put everything 
at our disposal. He's even invited us to sit at The Captain's 
Table on your night off.” 

“Oh, | do get a night off then?” Einarr said sarcastically. 

Paul kicked him under the table when Gus looked 
crestfallen. 

“I'm sorry,” he said as he sat down, the wind taken out of 
his excitement, “I thought you'd be pleased.” 

Stewart felt he'd known them both long enough that he 
could nod his head in Gus's direction as a command to 
Einarr, who sighed but did as he was instructed. 


“I'm grateful, Gus, | really am, but | wanted to spend 
some time with you. Getting to know you a bit, that sort of 
shit.” 

Gus was surprised. “Really? | thought you liked all the 
attention from the hot guys who've been slipping you their 
cabin numbers.” 

“What's not to like? | love the attention. But I'm looking 
for something a bit deeper.” Stewart's nod told him to go on. 
“You know...like a...” 

The four of them hung on the next word. Einarr wanted to 
say ‘lover.’ The other three wanted to hear ‘lover.’ What 
they got was ‘friend. ' 

Paul kicked him under the table even harder than before. 
Stewart slapped his forehead in frustration. 

Einarr realized he'd blundered. “Or even a lover.” 

“Got anyone in mind?” Gus could scarcely breathe. 

“I've got my eye on a very special man,” he said and 
would have gone on but for Robert and Chuck blundering 
into the group. 

“There you are Gus. | spoke to the purser and he's 
moving your belongings into my cabin as we speak. | told 
him there'd been a mix up. So, everything is hunky dory 
now.” His smile reminded Paul of those sharks he'd seen at 
the aquarium. 

Chuck ran his fingers over Einarr's pecs, pinching the 
nipples. “And I'm more than happy to give you all the 
privacy in the world by moving in with Mr. Viking here.” 

No one who'd ever had anything to do with Gus could 
believe what happened next. His hand shot out and he 
gripped Chuck's arm so tightly, twisting it away from 
Einarr's body that he cried out in pain. Then with a voice 
that could barely hide the grim determination and the man's 
new found grit, he spat out at Robert. “You will not move my 
gear into your cabin, Robert. If the purser has already done 
so you will tell him you made a mistake and have him move 
it back. | will not be joining you in your cabin on this or any 


other occasion, on board ship or on dry land. Our 
relationship is over! Kaput! Finished! Dead in the water! And 
you, Chuck, will keep your innuendo as well as your hands 
to yourself whenever you are within a fifty mile radius of 
Einarr, is that clear?” 

“Yes, yes. Whatever you want,” Chuck was on the verge 
of tears of pain. 

“My, my, when did you develop balls?” Robert was 
attempting sarcasm but he'd gone distinctly pale. 

“Now, gentlemen,” Gus said to his three friends. “We 
have a show to plan.” 

They swept out like royalty and its entourage, missing 
the snarl of vindictiveness from Robert. He was far from 
finished with his ex. 

The Viking Stripper's act was the culmination of the 
night's entertainment. No one expected a long show, just a 
glimpse of cock, enough to titillate so that some men would 
go home with their partners to fantasize about Einarr as 
they fucked their lover, leaving others to masturbate over 
what they would love to do to him if they were ever lucky 
enough to get their hands on him, and a few to prowl the 
decks and passageways seeking a substitute for the 
evening. 

It was a big ask. So far Gus had failed miserably at 
transforming the clumsy footed troll into anything even 
remotely approaching erotic. Even less the aesthetics of 
Stripping. They had managed to purloin the use of the 
theatre to rehearse. Paul set up the sewing machine they'd 
borrowed from the tailor on board on a back table together 
with enough fabric to spin quite a few fantasy costumes. 
Someone on board had raided the trannie closet when 
they'd stocked up on costumes and fabrics for the various 
parties that were to take place on the high seas. The only 
problem Paul could see was a shortage of Velcro to enable 
swift and smooth removal of the costumes. His mouth 
watered when he took Einarr's measurements. While the 


others were absorbed in technicalities of the act, Einarr had 
pulled Paul's head to his crotch until his lips kissed the 
hardening weapon. 

“Ooh, you are a bad boy,” Paul giggled as he kissed the 
prick before taking the opportunity of clamping his mouth 
around it for a few quick deep throatings. Then he released 
it with a sigh and a finger wave. “Don't you go telling tales 
out of school.” 

Einarr laughed. “I won't if you won't.” 

Paul took it for what it was. A gesture. A gesture of 
thanks in the only way Einarr knew how. And one that Paul 
would treasure for years to come. It's not that he and 
Stewart were totally faithful to each other, they'd both had 
their slip-ups, but never with a specimen like this one. Even 
just to wrap his lips around Einarr's cock was more than he'd 
ever hoped. Einarr also knew it would make him fiercely 
loyal and more inclined to work harder for the success of the 
act. 

Down near the stage, Stewart had taken Gus aside. “I'm 
not trying to interfere, dear boy, but may | make a 
suggestion or two?” 

“Go ahead, please. You must be able to do a better job 
than | am.” 

“Einarr is totally inexperienced, am I right?” 

Gus nodded reluctantly. 

“Without meaning to sound rude, you have no 
experience at putting together any sort of entertainment, 
have you?” 

Gus shook his head. “I work in advertising.” 

“Dear lord. Might | suggest then, that we all put our skills 
to their best use. You head off, track down any VIPs aboard, 
generally get the buzz happening. | guarantee | can have 
your two left footed Viking at least passably choreographed 
by tonight although don't go expecting a Gwen Verdon...” 
When Gus looked blank at the reference, he tried again. 


“Chita Rivera?” Still blank. “Lady Gaga?” That brought the 
light of recognition. “Good, | was running out of references.” 
Gus left Einarr in Stewart's capable hands. He was not 
sorry to go because he was close to losing his cool with 
Einarr's seemingly total inability to grasp even the most 
basic dance moves. Einarr was just as pleased because he 
knew he was disappointing the man he most wanted to 
impress and the stress was making it even more difficult. 

Stewart called him over. They chatted for a while, until 
he felt the big man relax. 

“Just stand up and move your body to the music. Any 
way you want. Don't be embarrassed. There's no right or 
wrong.” 

Einarr tried to feel the music in his body. He was awkward 
at first, acutely aware that he was being watched. Because 
he didn't have to follow any moves like when Gus was 
drilling him he enjoyed himself a little better. 

Stewart was delighted. “That's it. That's good, really 
good. Now, pretend you have been out in the snow all day, 
you've just got back to your house and you're taking your 
clothes off. One by one. Slowly. Slowly. It feels so good. Yes. 
Yes.” 

From the back of the theatre where he was sewing Paul 
watched the transformation. Einarr was no Chita Rivera, but 
then who was, the men on the ship hadn't paid to see her 
Strip, they'd paid to see a hot muscle stud. As long he could 
do it with a little panache he would be fine. 

“Right, now you're down to your underwear. Take your 
undershirt off really slowly, that's it, rub your hand across 
your chest, feel your nipples, pump up your bicep, ooh, 
that's great.” Unbidden, Einarr had licked his own bicep. 
That would produce wood on many in the audience. 

“Now, take your underpants off like it's the sexiest thing 
you've ever done and you want to make love to the 
audience.” 


Einarr froze. A few perfunctory bumps and grinds, an 
attempt to remove his underpants, albeit in mime, had him 
tripping and falling on his ass on the stage. Stewart hopped 
up to join him. He demonstrated what he meant but no 
matter how many times Einarr attempted it, it still came out 
lame. 

“Perhaps if you tried it in costume,” Paul called, holding 
up the pair of extremely tight briefs that would be the 
penultimate clothing. 

Stewart retrieved the outfit admiring the skill with which 
his lover had produced it. Einarr wondered how he would 
ever fit into that little scrap of material or how it would 
contain his cock. Stewart explained that he would be 
wearing a cup under the briefs to keep his cock snug but for 
now, they would rehearse with what they had. When he'd 
been fastened into the costume, Einarr had to admit he felt 
sexy. A little too sexy as his cock began to grow but if he 
thought of Robert or Chuck that kept it down. 

He went through the motions as outlined by Stewart 
earlier. He was free to vary his movements any way he 
wanted, except that he was leading up to an explosive 
orgasm, a communal audience fuck, as Stewart put it. But 
he only got so far before the whole act fell apart. 

Stewart had an idea. “When you get down to your briefs, 
don't think of the audience, think of someone you'd like to 
fuck, say, someone like Gus. Pretend it's Gus you're dancing 
for. Show him what you've got for him.” 

Einarr began moving even before the director had 
finished his instructions. Slowly and sinuously he moved his 
groin, his eyes concentrated on something or someone in 
his mind, oblivious to everything but the figure in his 
imagination. He was hard, very hard and his lower body was 
in a frenzy of desire. He ground his body against his 
imaginary lover, he was making love in dance. Paul stopped 
to watch. Stewart held his breath. Sure, there were a few 
subtleties that could be incorporated but otherwise this was 


terpsichorean sex. Even after the briefs gave way from the 
strenuous body movement and the stiffening of Einarr's 
prick, he kept on. As Stewart approached to stop him, Einarr 
grabbed him by the thighs and thrust his face into his crotch 
sucking his cock through his trousers. Stewart could have 
easily cum, especially after Einarr grabbed his hand and 
pushed it to his butt crack. Stewart buried his fingers in the 
giant's hole as he tried to suck the cum out of him through 
his trousers. 

Using every ounce of his willpower, Stewart broke the 
spell and Einarr fell down exhausted on the stage. 

“That will have the entire audience blowing its load 
before the night is over,” Paul said with satisfaction. 

Stewart was panting. “Take a break and come back in 
about...” He looked to Paul for an estimate of when the 
costumes would be ready. 

“About two...make it three hours.” 

Einarr needed the break. He knew now he would not 
disgrace himself. That Gus would be proud. He appreciated 
what Stewart and Paul had done for him. He would have to 
think of a way to repay them. He pulled on the sweatpants, 
Paul had promised to make him some casual wear for the 
cruise as well if he couldn't find anything at one of the ship's 
menswear stores, and headed back to the cabin. 

Gus was out so he lay down on the bed and promptly fell 
asleep. He awoke hours later to the sound of loud knocking 
at the door and discovered Gus curled up in his embrace. 

“Holy shit!” Einarr said, rubbing the fatigue from his 
eyes. “| was supposed to be back at rehearsal half an hour 
ago.” 

He flung open the door. Stewart was pacing impatiently. 
“We haven't got much time. Just one run through.” 

Einarr blew a kiss to Gus who still hadn't woken up fully 
and disappeared down the passageway behind Stewart. He 
came back, looking well pleased with himself a little over an 
hour later immaculately attired, wearing new body hugging 


trousers picked out by Paul at one of the tailor's stores on 
board adjusted to a perfect fit by Paul's magic sewing ability. 
Gus whistled his appreciation. He was reluctant to ask how 
rehearsals had gone, but curiosity got the better of him. 

“| won't let you down,” Einarr smiled. 

Gus hoped not because the buzz aboard ship was 
electric. The performance tonight was standing room only. 
And tickets were going fast for the remainder of the voyage. 

Einarr pushed his way into the bathroom. “I need a 
Shower. | stink.” When he emerged about fifteen minutes 
later, scrubbed clean, but still dripping a little, the towel 
barely fitting around his waist, he sat on the bed next to 
Gus. He didn't know how to say what he felt in his heart. 

Gus knew if he didn't do it now he would lose his nerve. 
“| have a present for you. It's nothing much. It's one of the 
reasons l'm on this cruise, apart from the ex-boyfriend 
business.” He opened his hand to reveal a small, smooth, 
freckled grey rock. 

“It's a magic troll rock. | want you to have it.” 

Einarr recognized it at once for what it was. But it had 
nothing at all to do with magic. Or trolls for that matter. 

“Whenever you're lonely, or sad, or need a friend, 
squeeze this and think of me. It was my mum's. She gave it 
to me before she died. Said she and my dad had met on a 
beach in Iceland when they both reached for the same 
stone. | was taking it back where it belongs.” 

Einarr took the gift, it would be precious because it came 
from Gus not for any magical properties it supposedly 
possessed. He pressed it to his lips, then to Gus's. He was 
tongue-tied with desire for the young man beside him. 

“I| hope | make you proud tonight. But no matter what 
happens, let me say | don't regret one moment of it. Most of 
all | would not have missed meeting you for all the world.” 
Einarr got up and left quickly so Gus could not feel his heart 
thumping in his chest. Gus was glad as well, so that no one 
saw the small tear in the corner of his eye. 


Gus showered and changed and joined Stewart and Paul 
at the captain's table which had pride of place nearest the 
stage. The audience was boisterous and the opening acts 
were tolerated begrudgingly. As the night wore on they 
became progressively more drunk and more vocal. It was 
clear they were here for Einarr. Well, no, not Einarr. They 
were here for the Viking Stripper. Gus was so nervous he 
shredded half a dozen paper napkins. The lights dimmed, 
the audience hushed, the spot lit up...nothing. As if 
something was wrong the spotlight roamed the stage like a 
beam quartering a Nazi POW camp. Finally, it hit Einarr at 
the side of the stage. There was a collective gasp. His hair 
had been styled, shaggy primitive, but not unattractive. It 
matched the faux fur vest he wore, and the baggy briefs 
that covered his groin. He wore faux fur boots that came up 
to his knees, his thighs and his arms glistened with oil. 

“The oil is a nice touch,” Gus whispered to Stewart. 

Einarr acknowledged the audience with a sly smile. He 
glanced around until he found Gus, then winked. Gus's heart 
did a somersault. He walked toward the centre of the stage 
in semi-darkness until he whistled to the follow spot to 
follow. The spot scrambled after him. The audience erupted 
in laughter. Einarr threw down the sack he was carrying and 
made out like he was tired. Pulling the vest over his head 
revealed he had pumped up his muscles before coming on 
stage. He dipped his hands into an old wooden bucket set 
for him and rubbed his hands across his chest and then 
more slowly down his rippling abs. His hands were coated in 
oil and his body sparkled. Gus could hardly breathe. He was 
not the only one. 

He was scarcely aware of the music but it was there 
subtly in the background but gently increasing in volume as 
Einarr shed his outer garments in time to the beat. Finally, 
he was down to his briefs and his boots. No one cared if he 
removed his footwear. The music gave way to the throbbing 
pulse of heavy metal. Einarr opened a locket he had around 


his neck and kissed the portrait inside. He stole a look at 
Gus as he did so, it was not missed by anyone at the 
captain's table. Then he ran the locket down his crotch as he 
began to sway. He pumped his crotch at the audience, 
bending forward as he opened his mouth to lick his lips, his 
eyes half hooded with desire. 

The teasing was brief and tantalizing before he hooked 
his thumbs in the waist of his briefs and removed them in 
one fluid motion to reveal a leather cup encasing his cock 
and balls. He moved his hips as if grinding against an 
unseen lover. He dipped his hands in the bucket before 
turning his back, slathering his butt until it glistened, then 
parting his cheeks and dipping his slick fingers toward his 
hole, grinding his ass, inviting the audience to fuck him 
collectively. 

He turned, slipped the cup off his cock which was now 
lengthening and slid his greased fingers along the shaft, 
cupping his balls with the other hand. He stroked his cock, 
aiming it toward the members of the audience but always 
ending up back at Gus. He threw his head back and let out a 
scream as if he were coming, his prick glistened briefly, and 
the lights went out. 

There was dead silence for a moment and then 
pandemonium broke out. The lights came up and Einarr 
stood there naked, oily and smiling. The audience stamped 
their approval of his performance, Gus jumping to his feet, 
not forgetting to slap his approval on the relieved backs of 
Stewart and Paul. The cheers were so prolonged Einarr was 
frightened he might have to do it all again. 

He put his hands up for quiet and eventually the 
audience sat down and the applause dried. “I want to thank 
you for your kind applause but | couldn't have done it 
tonight without the help of Paul, my costume designer.” Paul 
stood and took a bow. “Stewart, my director.” Stewart did 
the same with more theatrical modesty. “But most of all, my 


dearest friend, Angus.” He stood in a daze as the applause 
swept over him. 

“Don't forget guys, don't be shy. If you see me around 
the ship, come over and say hello. I'm a friendly guy.” He 
winked and they went berserk again. 

He bent down to pick up his briefs, showing his luscious 
butt again, to the whistles and envy of those present. He 
faked a modesty he no longer felt. He walked to the 
captain's table where he pulled on the briefs and ran his 
thumb along the tabs so they wouldn't burst open. He did 
not dare sit down as the oil would ruin the chairs. He 
accepted congratulations from all those at the table before 
he turned his attention to Gus who mouthed the words, “I'm 
So proud of you.” 

Einarr grabbed Gus around the waist, hoisting him over 
his shoulder, cave man style, before making his way 
through crowds of men who made no secret of their desire 
to touch him. But Einarr was single minded and ignored 
everyone until he reached their cabin, where he dumped 
Gus on the bed. 

He fumbled with the buttons on Gus's shirt until 
impatience drove him to rip it off. Gus had already shucked 
off his shoes and socks and was unzipping his trousers lest 
Einarr tear those off his body as well. Soon he was as naked 
as Einarr who had ripped his own briefs off and stood like an 
oiled god before him. Einarr grabbed him, rubbing their 
bodies together until Gus was slick as well. He had been 
excited all through Einarr's performance and had almost 
shot in his pants at a number of points in the act. His cock 
was not only slimy with oil but with his own pre-come. 

Einarr put a greasy hand around Gus's cock to caress 
rather than milk it. But Gus stopped him because he would 
come too soon. Instead, he bent his head, opening his 
mouth to feel the oil slicked cock slip between his lips. It had 
a Slight taste, not unpleasant, the oil helping lubricate his 
throat as it penetrated deeper with each thrust. 


He kept his tongue at the ready to slide along the 
underneath of the shaft as it slipped in and out, sending 
shock waves of pleasure to Einarr's brain. The giant watched 
his shaft slide into his boyfriend, for he knew now that he 
would fight for Gus with every ounce of his being. He 
stroked his hair as he slowly pushed deeper and deeper, 
feeling Gus's throat constrict around the knob. He'd waited 
so long for this he didn't think he could hold off but he 
wanted to warn Gus. He whispered, “Soon now.” Gus didn't 
take his mouth away and then it was too late. Einarr thrust 
as deep as he could, holding Gus's head still, pumping string 
after string of spunk into his throat, pulling back before he 
choked so he could taste the flavor. He made no effort to 
push Einarr away. 

They lay back in the bed, their arms around each other 
too frightened in case it was all a dream. Einarr kissed him 
deeply tasting his own spunk, mixed with the body oil, on 
his tongue. Rolling on his back, Einarr pulled Gus on top of 
him and looked him in the eye as he ran his fingers across 
his face. “Your turn.” 

“What?” 

“You haven't come yet.” 

“I can wait.” 

“No, | want you to come now,” Einarr said. 

“Nobody's ever worried about me before.” 

“Exactly.” 

Einarr grabbed Gus's cock and greased it with the oil on 
the palm of his hand. Then he slid the red-haired beauty 
down over his stomach and still hard cock until he was 
between his legs. He hoisted them in the air and held his 
butt cheeks apart. 

Gus just stared at him. “You want me to fuck you?” 

“Don't you want to?” Einarr teased. 

“Hell, yes. It's just, | thought someone like you...” 

“Stop thinking and fuck me!” 


Gus scrambled like a man who'd been thrown a lifeline. 
He kneeled between Einarr's legs, pressing his fingers 
against the giant's hole to grease it as best he could, also 
using some of the cum that was still drooling from his cock. 
Nervously, he positioned himself at the muscle ring, he had 
done this only a few times before, and pushed. It gave way, 
his prick sinking in its above average length and thickness. 

“Shit, boy, you've got some cock on you.” 

Gus went to pull out but Einarr held him tight until the 
sting of pain subsided. “Give it to me, Gus. Give me all 
you've got. Don't worry about hurting me.” 

What Gus lacked in experience, he made up for in 
enthusiasm and sheer exuberance. He never expected to 
have an opportunity like this. He loved the big gentle giant 
although he would never tell him, and this cemented the 
feeling. Einarr's ass clenched his cock every time he pushed 
in and out. He wanted to be part of him, he wanted to be 
inside him, he wanted Einarr's ass to swallow him whole. 

“Fuck me good, Gus. | need your cock. I've been waiting 
so long for this, for someone like you.” 

Gus started for a moment. Did he hear that correctly? 
But this was no time to stop and ask. He picked up the pace 
and rammed home a few more times before he shot his load 
deep inside Einarr's bowels. He pulled out with a plop once 
his cock had stopped pumping and collapsed on the superb 
body he had just fucked. 

Einarr traced his fingers down his spine until he reached 
the prize. There had been method in his getting Gus to fuck 
him first. He would be so relaxed now he would be less 
resistant to taking his extra large cock up his own butt. 
Wriggling out from under him, Einarr laid him on his back 
and hoisted his legs over his shoulder. His ass was already 
lubricated from the oil but still he slathered as much as he 
could on that warm inviting hole. He pushed his thumb in, 
Gus tensed. He waited until Gus relaxed and then pushed 
farther. Resistance was futile and when Einarr removed his 


thumb and replaced it with his cock, Gus was a limp rag of a 
man. He felt the penetration and wanted to deny entry, the 
pain going straight to his brain but he had no strength left to 
struggle. 

The invader took his time and eventually the pain 
subsided although he had never felt so stretched in his life. 
Balls smacked against his ass, Einarr was all the way in, 
pulling back, gently thrusting the full length of his beautiful 
cock as he towered over Gus. He smiled down at the young 
man pinioned by his cock as surely as any butterfly in a 
glass case was by pins. Gus was taking him without 
complaint, in fact, with eager compliance because his cock 
was stiffening again. That was all he needed. Gentle rhythm 
was all very well but he wanted to screw Gus like his life 
depended on it, so he would remember this for the rest of 
his life. If he were honest, so that Gus would beg for more. 

“You like my cock in your ass, Gus?” 

“| love it. Fuck me good.” 

“I'll fuck you so good you'll belong to me forever.” 

Gus groaned. That was everything he wished for. 

“Would you like that, Gus?” 

“I'd love that.” 

He had used the love word. Not in the way either of them 
would have hoped but at least one of them had said it. 

Einarr pulled out until the head of his prick popped free 
and then plunged back in again, forcing the ass entrance to 
give way over and over again. Einarr loved the scraping 
feeling each time he entered. But he couldn't keep it up. He 
withdrew only as far as the glans before plunging back in 
again. A few more hard thrusts and he was shooting his 
second load, marking Gus's ass as his own. 

He turned Gus around still impaled on his cock and 
spooned him in the bed. Gus's breathing slowed as he fell 
into the happiest sleep he had ever experienced. Einarr lay 
awake listening to him breathe, feeling his warmth snuggled 
in his arms and against his chest. He never wanted this to 


end. But he was a troll, Gus was a human. If they were to 
have a future then he'd have to tell him. It was only fair. He 
yawned contentedly. Fuck it, he'd worry about it in the 
morning. 
The End 
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COMING SOON 
Jiboia: Mark of the QasqaVel 
x OK OK * 
By Barry Lowe 
Ince wants a relationship he can really sink his teeth into. 
What he gets is a lot more than he bargained for. 
Rescued from a fag bashing, Ince falls head over heels for 
his muscular saviour, Jiboia, head of a colony of shape 
shifters who are on the brink of an all-out civil war. The 
lovers’ world falls apart when Ince is bitten by Jiboia's 
venomous son, Aarix, a wastrel whose loyalties lie with the 
dregs of society and who will do anything to retain his 
hereditary entitlement to the colony's leadership. Even 
murder. 
[Back to Table of Contents] 


COMING SOON 
The Gravy Train 
Fourth COURSE: 

Beefed Up and Porked 
By Barry Lowe 

"Seasoning is an important facet of good cuisine, as it is 
in good lovemaking. Just don't mistake the paprika for lube.” 
— The Six-Pack Chef. 

As The Gravy Train tour steams on to Prague, Buddy 
Reznor, the Six-Pack Chef, realises someone really is out to 
get him and that he can trust no-one. He is surrounded by 
people he knows nothing about: from his assistant Danny 
through Ben, the man who purports to be the tour organiser, 


to Marsala Daiquiri, the flirtatiously desirable son of his 
fellow TV chef, Strawberry Daiquiri. The police are no help, 
fobbing him off until someone attacks Marsala and the 
evidence points to someone very close to the chef. 
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COMING SOON 
The final chapters of 
THE MAJOR AND THE MINERS 
Part Six: Future Tense 
By Barry Lowe 
Where do you do when you have nothing to live for? 
Rejected by Josh in the most public and definite way 
imaginable, Damien determines to put the pain of the past 
behind him and make a decision about his future without 
the man he loves. But a chance meeting at a tragic and 
unexpected event offers renewed hope—until Danny turns 
up, threatening Damien's happy and successful new life. 
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